
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Adapted and modified by 

Kulwant Singh Sandhu 

 

 

 



Banta and his Fiat by K S Sandhu 

Banta owns a small farm near Mussoorie, in the hills of India. Every week, he 

drives his old Fiat car to the town to sell vegetables and pick up supplies. The 

car is very old, but Banta keeps it in good condition. 

One sunny morning, Banta set off early for Mussoorie. He felt happy because 

the weather was nice. He turned on the radio and sang along with an old song. 

Suddenly, the engine made a strange noise and then cut out completely. The 

car broke down on the side of the road. Banta tried to start it again, but 

nothing happened. 

He got out and looked at the engine, but he didn’t understand the problem. He 

was hungry and a little tired. Luckily, he saw a small roadside shop not far 

away. He walked over and went in. 

Inside, a friendly lady stood behind the counter. “Good morning,” Banta said. 

“Do you have any sandwiches?” 

The lady smiled but shook her head. “Sorry, sir, we’ve run out of sandwiches. 

We sold the last one ten minutes ago.” 

Banta sighed. “Never mind. Do you have tea?” 

“Yes, of course,” she said. She made him a hot cup of tea. While he drank it, 

Banta asked, “Is there a garage nearby? My car has broken down.” 

The lady thought for a moment. “Yes, there’s one about two kilometres away. 

The mechanic is Mr Singh. He’s very good. He can pick up your car if you call 

him.” 

Banta thanked her and got out his phone. He looked up the number and called 

Mr Singh. “Hello, my car broke down on the Mussoorie road. Can you help?” 

Mr Singh answered kindly, “No problem. I’ll come over right now. Don’t 

worry.” 

While he waited, Banta sat outside the shop. A man on a motorcycle pulled up 

and asked if he needed help. Banta explained the situation. The man said, “I 

can give you a lift to the garage if you want.” 

But Banta decided to wait for Mr Singh. Soon, the mechanic arrived in his 

truck. He looked over the car quickly. “It’s the battery,” he said. “I can fix it, but 

I need to take it to my garage.” 



Together, they pushed the Fiat a little, and then Mr Singh towed it with his 

truck. At the garage, Mr Singh worked fast. He put in a new part, and the car 

started again. 

Banta was very happy. “Thank you so much,” he said. “How much do I owe 

you?” 

Mr Singh smiled. “Not much. Just pay for the part. And next time, bring some 

fresh vegetables from your farm!” 

Banta laughed. “I will! I’ll bring you tomatoes and potatoes.” 

On the way home, Banta thought about the day. His old car had let him down, 

but kind people had helped him out. He turned up the radio again and smiled. 

Life in the hills was sometimes difficult, but it was never boring. 
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